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One By One 


The garage was your usual oil soaked dive. Located on an industrial estate in Van Nuys, it mostly serviced the 


buses and vans of bands that rolled up to a nearby recording studio. 


With his long, Dark hair pulled back in to a ponytail, Dave Grohl peered at the latest wreck to roll in The band 
it belonged to had come from the darkest regions of America Somewhere in Wisconsin to be exact. To say the 
vehicle wasn't in the best shape was an understatement. Rust held it together and there was a strange 
knocking sound in the engine that even a grease monkey veteran like Dave couldn't locate. Sighing, he swung the 
torch around and tried to find the source of the oil leak. 


"Grohl?!" 
He rolled his eyes at the sound of his name. Stepping out from beneath the van, he hit the button to lower it 
back to the ground. Mick, the garage's overweight and elderly owner, stood behind him, one hand planted on a 


hip, the other stuffed in the pockets of his dirty jeans. He jabbed a thumb over his shoulder. 


"Leave that. Got a new one for you." 


"Like?" Dave asked. 


He'd been working in garages since his late teens when a love of gasoline had begun to run through his veins. 
By night, he played drums for a local band who went by the name of Bloodsoaked. They liked their music like 
they liked their fucks: Hard and fast. And that weekend, they'd play their hardest and fastest at a bar in 
North Hollywood, 


Now in his forties, he was hoping and praying for the day his ship would come in and he could finally open his 
own garage. He'd already found a spot. Now all he needed were for his savings to grow and he could finally 
follow his dream of working on the very things that made his heart beat faster; motorcycles. 


Following Mick's thumb, Dave felt his shoulders slump. Sitting outside the garage was a brand new Mercedes 
Benz. They mostly dealt with old, beat up cars. Ones that people didn't mind getting an extra couple of dings and 


scratches on. 
"What's wrong with it?" he asked. 
"Just died out on the IOl. Got towed here. Guy it belongs to is out there. Go ask him! 


Stepping out into the bright sunlight, Dave found a tall, skinny guy leaning against the wall. Expensive shorts 
clung to narrow hips and a hacked up shirt covered his torso. Long, poker straight blonde hair cascaded down 
his shoulders and expensive shades hid his eyes. Dave only had to look him up and down to know that the guy 


would know sweet fuck all about his car. 


Wiping his dirty hands on his jeans, Dave approached the man. "Hi. I'm Dave. So tell me about your car. What 
happened exactly?" 


Taylor looked at the guy who approached him. He was dressed all in black with dark hair and deep, dark eyes. A 
beard darkened his jaw and grease and oil were etched into his skin Tattoos wove around his thick, strong 
arms. It took all of Taylor's strength to not step back in revulsion. He wasn't used to dealing with people who 


weren't a part of his circle. 


He'd been driving to meet some of those friends when his car had taken a turn for the worst. Breaking down in 


Van Nuys hadn't been his plan 


Despite being in his forties, Taylor lived off the trust fund his parents had left him. He'd never worked a day 
in his life and didn't intend to, either. He was happy being him, mooching around the city, sleeping with everyone 
and anyone and generally doing nothing. His days were spent either in bed or on the beach. Sleeping or soaking 


up the sun. Fucking or surfing California's beautiful waves. 


"It just stopped working, man" Taylor shrugged. "Look, I've got a meeting to get to." He tossed the car's keys to 


the dark haired man, raising an eyebrow when the other expertly plucked them from the air. "Call me a cab, 


will you” 
There was a pause as the dark haired man looked at him. "Sure, I'll call you a cab," he replied. 


Taylor watched as the other man turned and walked away. He didn't know how to relate to such people. Wasn't 
even sure why they existed Why did they waste their time working when there was so much fun to be had? 
Life was too short to be holed up in an office, store, or garage all day. Especially with the beautiful days they 
had on the coast. 


Chris was just returning to Hollywood when his radio crackled. 
"Car 606, you have a pick up request at Monkey Wrench garage. Zipcode 1406. Building number 8141. 


Cursing softly, he changed lanes and got read to pull off at the next exit. He'd been looking forward to stopping 
and having something to eat. It was early afternoon and he'd been driving since at least 4am. The hunger pangs 


were gnawing at his stomach, demanding that he find something, anything, to eat. 


Aviator sunglasses hid his eyes from the glare of the sun. The traffic on the IOl was its usual nose to tail 
self. Chris didn't want to be on it any more than the rest of the drivers did. While he inched closer to his exit, 


he let his mind wander to the coming weekend. 


Midnight Sun was the name of the bar. Nestled in North Hollywood it was a place for musicians of a certain 
age to gather and jam. Anyone over the age of 35 was welcome and they shunned those who preened and 
pranced in leather pants. Chris was looking forward to taking out his guitar and just.. playing. That was all. 
Music sang to his heart and soul. But he needed to work a regular job in order to keep a roof over his head 


and his wife happy. 


With short hair and a fashion sense that could be called "eclectically smart", Chris was in his forties and had 
been driving cabs for the past ten years. Before that, he'd worked in admin, retail, box packing and a multitude 
of other jobs to help pay his way while he fed his musical soul on the weekends. He'd tried so hard to achieve 
his dream of being a musician but found himself blocked at every turn. Either his music was too eclectic or it 
wasn't what people were looking for. Even session work was hard to come by with people opting to use the 
same people over and again. Lord knows, he'd tried. He'd peppered the city with business cards. Sent out 
numerous demo CD's. Travelled the country to do the same. Uploaded music to SoudCloud and You Tube and 
tweeted the hell out of the links. But still no one listened, leaving him with nothing but a night at the Midnight 
Sun to help wash away the agony of being a failed artist. 


Pulling up to the garage, Chris watched a tall, skinny guy lope up to the car. The back door was wrenched open 
and the guy dropped himself in. 


"Mimi's, Venice Beach," the guy said as he slammed the door shut. 


Nate groaned when he spotted the tall, blonde guy get out of a cab. 


"Oh, fuck," he muttered. "It's Tuesday, isn't it?" He turned and looked over his shoulder, catching the eye of one 
of his prep guys. "It's Tuesday, isn’t it?" 


"Sure is, boss," the twenty something man replied. "Want to batten down the hatches?" 
"Please." 


With his short red hair and glasses, Nate looked like he should be working in IT. Instead, he'd spent the past 


five years managing Mimi's, a boutique coffee shop in Venice Beach. 


And every Tuesday, like clockwork, the skinny blonde guy and his gaggle of equally skinny girlfriends turned up. 
They were all loud trust fund babies with no regard for anyone except themselves. But they spent a lot of 


money so Nate did his best not to ban them despite many customers who now chose not to visit on Tuesdays. 


He'd seen it happen; once loyal daily customers choosing to boycott the shop while the rich kids drank skinny- 
soya lattes and dined on lettuce leaves ("NO DRESSING!"). During those early week hours, Nate made their 
drinks and day dreamed about Saturdays. The weekends were his and he used it to play music, meeting a 
bunch of like minded people in a NoHo bar. He may have been an amateur bass player but music was what he 


truly loved. 


The shop door swung open and Nate sighed before forcing a smile. He was already preparing the skinny man's 


fat-free, sugar-free, taste-free soya latte. 


Once that was done, Nate took another glance at the guy. Shaking his head, he went out the back. There was a 
delivery due and the less time he had to spend in the shop, the better. 


Georg Ruthenberg had tried for a long time to go by another name. Yet, for reasons unknown to himself, his 
family and work colleagues refused to call him Pat Smear. He'd tried for just plain old Pat but the similarity to 
a certain gynaecological procedure seemed to have put people off. That had been the intention, of course, but 
he'd hoped the name would catch on. 


It hadn't and he'd resorted to calling himself plain old Georg. Once upon a time he'd been someone. He'd played in 
punk bands and toured the country. Yet his musical dreams had died along with his aborted name change and 
Georg had taken to driving a delivery truck. His route took him around the city, allowing him to visit old haunts 
as he dropped off coffee and supplies to a million different coffee houses. 


With his greying hair and slightly rounder figure, he didn't look anything like the young man who'd run from 
coast to coast. He was happy..ish. But he wanted to play again. Wanted to jam. Wanted to make a noise and have 


some Tun. 

His thoughts wandered to his wife and kids. They lived across town in a little three bedroomed place just along 
from LAX. It wasn't a great area but it was filled with love and happiness. Everyone was dressed and ate good 
food and that made him a happy man. But he wondered what would happen if, one day, or night, he picked up 
his guitar and walked out. Not for good but just to go and play a show. One show. 

Pulling into the parking lot of Mimi's, Pat pushed the thoughts to the back of his mind and slid from the truck. 
He opened up the back, took out his parcel truck and began to load it with cartons of coffee and take out cups. 
As he did, he overheard the shop's nerdy looking manager take a phone call. 

"Hey, Mark. Yeah, we're still on for this weekend. Yeah, we're still playing at Midnight Sun. There's gonna be a 
bunch of other bands there, too. Have you heard of Bloodsoaked? Yeah, me neither but | think I've seen a 
couple of those guys around. Should be a good weekend. Look, my delivery is here so I've got to go. Catch you 


later." 


Wheeling the little truck to the back door, Georg looked at the ginger haired guy. He didn't look like he played in 
a band. But.. 


He handed over the delivery note. "Just heard you on the phone. Sorry to eavesdrop. You play in a band?" 
The ginger guy scribbled on the paper and handed it back "Yeah. We're playing this weekend. You play?" 
Georg felt his heart skip a beat. "Yeah, guitar. Used to. A long time a go" 

"Why don't you come along? Give me that delivery note and I'l write the address down" 

He did as he was asked and handed the paper back. The guy talked while he wrote. 


"ls a great little place called Midnight Sun Loads of musicians go there. No one's under the age of about 35. 


Lots of great guys. You're more than welcome to join us." 


Georg took the paper back and looked at the address. It listed somewhere in North Hollywood. He nodded and 
carefully tucked it in his pocket. 


"Thanks." He held his hand out. "My name's Pat Smear." 
The ginger guy beamed and took his hand. "Nate Mendel. See you on Saturday, Pat." 


Georg felt his face break into the biggest, warmest smile he had. "See you on Saturday, Nate." 


